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" A nasty business," said the Major, when he had
finished. " Thank Heaven the Troop didn't suffer at
all. I suppose the Bofors gave us away."

Everybody was surprised that the G.P.O. did not
jump to agree. But he remained silent. Three little
pictures haunted him. One, the gallant Bofors gun-
ners working their gun with drill-like precision in a
moment when the world seemed to be coming to an
end. Two, the wreck of the gun hurled into the air
amid its dead and dying crew. Three, six stretcher-
bearers walking heavily away from the gun-pit with
their motionless loads.

In face of such pictures there could be no criticism,
no recrimination.